THE YALE EXPOSITOR

CHAPTER XVil.
2 ] D "
choked. For an Instant he
on the point of breaking down, but
he commanded himself, bravely dis-
missing the self-pity roused by her
compassion, *“How can I help but be?"

he sald.

“No, no” She soothed him. “You
mustn't, You mustn't be troubled, no
matter what bappens.”

“That's ensy enough to say!” he
protested ; and he moved as If to rise,

“Just let's stay Hke this a little
while, dear. Just s minute or two,
X want to tell you: Brother George
has been here, and he told me every-
thing about—about how unhappy you'd
been—and how you went so gallantly
to that old woman.” Isabel gave a sad
little laugh. "“What a terrible old
woman she lal What a really terrible
thing a vulgar old woman can be!™

“Mother, I—" And eguain he moved
to rise.

“Must you? It secemed to me such &
comfartable way to talk. Well—" She
ylelded; he rose, helped her to her
feet, and preased the light into belng.
As the room took life from the sudden
lines of fire within the bulbs Isabel
made a deprecatory gesture, and, with
a falnt laugh of apologetic protest,
turned quickly away from George.
What she meant was: “You musin't
see my face untll I've made it nlcer
for you." 'Then she turned agnin to
him her eves downcast but no sign
of tears In them, and she contrived to
ehow him that there wias the sem-
blance of a smile upon her lips. She
stil wore her hat, and in her unsteady
fingers she held a white envelope,
somewhat erumpled,

“Now, mother—"

“Wait, dearest,” she sald; and
though he stood stone cold, she lifted
heér arms, put thems round him agaln,
and pressed her cheek lightly to his.
*Oh, you do look so troubled, poor
dear! One thing you couldn't doubt,
belover boy. You know I could never
care for anything In the world as I
care for you—unever, never!”

“Now, mother—"

She released him and stepped back.
“Just & moment more, dearest. I want
you to read this first, We can get at
things better.” She pressed into his
hand the envelope she had brought
with her, and as he opened It and be-
gan to read the long inclosure she
walked slowly to the other end of the
room ; then stoed there, with her back
to him, and her bhend drooplng a little,
until he had finished.

The sheets of paper were covered
with Eugene's handwriting.

“@eorge Amberson will bring you
this, dear Isabel. He Is waiting while
I write. He and I have talked things
over, and before he glves this to you
ha will tell you what bas happened. 1
ought to bave known It was coming,
because I have understood for quite o
long time that young George was get-
ting to dislike me more and more.
Somehow, I've never been able to get
his friendship; he's always had o lntent
distrust of me—or something like dis-
trust—and perhoaps that's made me
sometimes a little awkward and diffi-
dent with him. I thiok It may be he
felt from the first that T cared A grent
deal about you, and he naturally re-
sented it. 1 think perhaps he felt this
even during all the time when I was
g0 careful—at least I thought I was—
not to show, even to you, how im-
mensely I did eare. It's perfectly com-

prehepsible to me, also, that at his age
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mewling! We'd not be very apt to let
such things keep us from the pleaty of
life we have left to us for making up
to oursglves from old unhappiness and
mistakes. But now we're faced with—
not the slander and not our own fear
of it, because we haven't any, but
someone else's fear of It—your son's.
And, oh, dearest woman in the world,
1 know what your son {8 to you, and It
frightens me! Let me explain a little:
1 don't think he'll change—at twenty-
one or twenty-two 80 many things ap-
pear solid and permanept and terrible
which forty sees are nothing but dis-
appearing miasma. Forty can't tell
twenty about this; that's the pity of
it! Twenty can find out only by get-
ting to be forty. And so we come to
this, denr: Wil you live your own life
your way, or George's way? I'm golng
a little further, because it would be
fatal not to be wholly frank now,
George will act foward you only as
vour long worship of him, your sac-
rifices—all the unseen little ones every
duy since he was born—wlll make him
net, Dear, it breaks my heart for you,
but what you have to oppose now is
the history of your own selfless and
perfect motherhond., 1 remember sny-
Ing once that what you worshiped In
your son wis the angel you saw in him
~and, I still belleve that is true of
every mother., But In a mother's wor-
ship she may not see that the will In
her son should not always be offered in-
cense nlong with the angel. 1 grow sick
with fear for vou—for both you and
me—when I think how the will against
us two has grown strong through the
love you have gilven the angel—and
how long your own sweet will has
served that other. Are you strong
enough, Isabel? Can yon ‘make the
fight? I promise you that if you will
tuke heart for It, you will find so quick-
Iy that It has all amounted to nothing.
You shall have happiness, and, In a
little while, only happiness, You need
only to write me n line—I can't come
to your house—and tell me where you
wlll meet me. We will come back In
a month, and the angel In your son
will bring him to you; I promise It
What Is good In him will grow so fine,
onte you have benten the turbulent
will=but it must be beaten!

“Your brother, that good friend, Is
walting with such patience; I should
not keep him longer—and I am saying
too much for wisdom, T fear. But, oh,
my denr, won't yon be strong—such a
lHitle short strength It would need!
Don't strike my life down twice, dear
—this time I've not deserved It.

“EUGENE"

Concluding this missive, George
tossed it abruptly from him so one
sheet fell upon his bed and the others
upon the floor; and st the falnt nolse
of their falling Isabel came, and, kneel-
ing, begaun to gather them up.

“Did you read It, dear?”

George's face wans pale no longer,
but plnk with fury. *“Yes, I did.”

“All of it?" she asked gently, as she
rose,

"Certainiy I

She did not look at him, but kept her
eyes downenst upon the letter in her
hands, tremulously rearrsnging the
sheets in order as she spoke—and
though she smiled, her smile was as
tremulous s her hands, Nervousness
and an ifrresistible timidity possessed
her. "I—=I wanted to say, George,” she
faltered. “I felt thut if—if some day
it should happen—I mean, if you came
to feel differently about i, and Eo-

|

seemed the most senxible thing to do—
I was afrald you might think it would
be a little gueer about—Lucy. 1 mean
If—if she were your step-sister, Of
course, she'd not be even legully re-
Inted to you, and if you—if you cared
for her—"

Thus far she got stumblingly with
what she wanted to say, while George
watched her with a gaze that grew
harder and hotter; but here he cut her
off. I have already given up all idea
of. Lucy” he snld. “Naturally, I
conldn't have treated her father as I
deliberately did treat him—I could
hardly hnve done that and expected his
daughtar ever to spenk to me agnin”™

Isabel gnve a guick ery of compas-
siop, but he allowed her no opportunity
to speak. *“You peedn't think I'm
muking apny particolar saecrifice” he
#ald sharply, “though 1 would, quickly
enough, If I thought It necessary In a
matter of honor like this, I was Inter
ested In bher, and I could even say I
did eare for her; but she proved pretty
satisfactorily that she cnred llittle
enough about me! The truth i, we're
not congenial and we'd found that

of me—not very pleasant, that! I
don't think she has the very deepest
nature In the world, and—"

But Isabel put her hand timidly on
arm.  “George, dear. this s only a

would to any other kind of old cats')

gene and I—that is If we found that It |
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“No. 1 want to tnlk to you
this letter of her father's.”

“Yes, dear, that's why—"

“It's slmply the most offensive plece
of writing that I've ever held in my
hands "

She stepped back from him, startled.
“But, dear, I thought—"

“l ean't understand your even show-
Ing me such a thing 1" he eried. “How
did you happen to bring It to me?”

*“Your uncle thought I'd better. He
thought It was the slmplest thing to

about

“| Am Doing What My Father Would
Do If He Were Allve”

do, and he said that he'd suggested it to
Eugene, and Eugene had agreed. They
thought—"

“Yes!" George sald bitterly., *“I
should like to hear what they thought 1"

“They thought It would be the most
straightforward thing."

George drew a long breath.
what do you think, mother?"

“I thought it would be the simplest
and most stralghtforward thing; I
thought they were right.”

“Very welll We'll agree It was sim-
ple and stralghtforward. Now, what
do you think of that letter itself?"

She hesitated, looking away. “I—of
course I don't agree with him In the
way he speaks of you, dear—except
about the angel! I don't agree with
some of the things he lmplies. You've
alwnys been unselflsh—nobody knows
thut better than your mother,

YAnd . yet,” George broke in, “yon
see what he Implies about me. Don't
you think, really, that this was a prot-
ty Insulting letter for that man to be
asking you to hand your son?’

“Oh, no!" she erled. “You see how
falr he means to be, and he didn't ask
for me to give It to you. It was brother
George who—"

“Never mind that, now! You say
he triea (o be falr and yet do you sup-
pose It ever occurs to him that I'm
doing my simple duty? That I'm doing
whnt my father would do If he were
allve? That I'm doing what my father
would ask me to do If he could speak
from his grave out yonder? Do you
suppose It ever occurs to that man for
one¢ minute that I'm protecting my
mother?” George ralsed hig volee ad-
vancing upon the helpiess lady flerce-
ly; and she could only bend her head
before him. “He talks about my ‘Wil
~—how It must be beaten down; yes,
nnd he asks my mother to do that -
tle thing*to pleass him! What for?
Why does he want me ‘beaten’ by my
mother? Becavse I'm trylng to pro-
tect her nume! He's got my mother's
name bandled up and down the streets
of this town till T can’t step in those
streets withoat wondering what every
soul T meet is thinking of me and of
my family, and now he wants you to
murry him so that every gosslp In
town will gay *There! What 4id I tell
you? 1 guess that proves It's true!
You can't get away from 1t that's ex-
nctly what they'd say, and this man
pretends be eares for you, and yet
asks you to marry him and give them
the right to say It. He says he and
you don’t care what they say, but I
know better! He may not care—prob-
ably he's that kind—but you do. There
never was an Amberson yet that would
let the Amberson name go tralling in
the dust like that! IUs the proudest

“Well,

your good name just to please him?
That's all he asks of you—and to quit
belng my mother! Do you think I can
bellieve you really eare for him? I
don’t! You sre my mother and you'ré
an Amberson—and I belteve you're too
proud! You're too proud to cure for
a man who could write such a letter
as that!” He stopped, faced her, and
spoke with more self-control: “Well,
what are you golng to do about it,
mother "

George was right about his mother's
belng prond. And even when she
Inughed with a negro gardener, or even
those few tlmes in her life when peo-
ple saw her weep, Isabel had a proud
look—something that was independent
and graceful and strong. Bug she did
not have It now: She ieaned against
the wall, beside his dressing table, and
seemed beset with humility and with
wenkness, Her head drooped.

“What answer are you golng to
make to such a letter?' George de-
manded, like a judge on the bench,

“I—1 don't quite know, dear,” she
murmured. .

“You don't?™ he cried. “You—"

“Wait," she begged him. “I'm so—

confused.”
' 1 want to know what you're golng
to write him. Do you think If you
did what he wants you to 1 could
bear to stay another day In this town,
mother? Do you think I could ever
bear even to see you agaln if you
married him? I'd want to, but you
surely know I just—couldn't!”

She made a
secmed to breathe with difieulty. *I
~—1 wasn't—quite sure,”"” she faltered,
“about—about it's being wise for us
to be marrled—even before knowing
how you feel about it. I wasn't even
sure It was quite falr to—to Eogene.
I have—I seem to have that famlly
trouble—llke father's—that I wpoke
to yon about once.,” She managed a
deprecatory llttle dry lnugh. “Not
that It amounts to much, but I wasn't
nt all sure that it would be falr to
him, Marrylog doesn't mean so mnch,
after all—not at my age. It's enough
to know that—that people think of
you—and to see them. I thought we
wers all—oh, pretty happy the way
thiugs were, and I don't think It would
mean giving up & great deal for him
or me, elther, If we just went on ns
we have been. I—I see him almost
every day, and—"

“Mother!" George's volee was lond
and stermn. “Do you think youn could
go one seelng him after this!™

She had been talking helplessly
enough before; her tone was little
more¢ broken now., “Not—not even—
seqg him?

“How could you?" George cried.
“Mother, it seems to me that If he
ever set foot in this house agnin—
oh! I can’t spenk of it! Could you
sep him, knowing what talk it makes
every time he turns Into this street,
ond knowing what that means to me!
Oh, 1 don't understand all this—I
don't! 1If you told me, an yesr ago,
that such things were golng to hap-
pen, I'd have thought you were In-
sane—and now I belleve I am!”

Then, after a prellminary gesture of
despalr, as though he meant harm to
the ceillng, he fung himself heavily,
face downward, upon the bed. His
nnguish was none the less real for
its vehemence; and the stricken lady
came to him instantly and bent over
him, once mors enfolding him In her
arms, She sald nothing, but suddenly
her tears fell upon his head:; she saw
them, and seemed to be startled.

“Oh, this won't do!" she sald, *“T've
never let you see me cry before, ex-
cept when your father died. I
mustn't ™

And she ran from the room.

A little while after she had
gone, George rose and began golemnly
to dress for dinner,

He sat gauntly at the dinner table

with Fanny to partake of a menl
throughout which neither spoke. Is-
abel had sent ‘word “not to walt” for
her, an Injunction it was as well they
obeved, for she did pot come at all
But with the renewnl of sustenance
furnished to his system, some relnx-
atlon must have occurred within the
high-strung George. Dinner was ot
quite finished when, without warning,
sleep hit him hard. His buring eyes
could no longer restraln the lds above
them; his head sagged beyond con-
trol; and he got his feet, and went
lurching upstadrs, yawnlng with ex-
havstion. From the door of his room,
which he closed mechanieally, with his
eyes shut, he went blindly to his bed,
fell upon It soddenly, and slept—with
his face full upturned to the light.
. It was after midoight
when he woke, and the room was dark,
Heo had not dreamed, but he woke with
the sense that somebody or something
had been with him while he slept—
somebody or something infinitely com-
passionate ; somebody or something in-
finitely protective, that would let him
comé to no harm and to no grief.

He got up, and pressed the light on.
Pinned to the cover of his dressing ta-
ble was a square envelope, with the
words, “For you, denr”
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futile gesture, and |

mother, who put it there, It shall
never come aguin! I love you better
than anything and everything else on
earth. God gave you to me—and ohl
how thankful I have been every day
of my life for that sacred gift—and
nothing ean ever come between me
and God's gift. And Eugene was
right—I know you couldn't change
asbout this. Your suffering shows how
deep-seated the feellng is within you.
80 I've written him just about what
I think you would like me to—though
I told him I would always be fond of
him and always his best friend, and 1
hoped hiz dearest friend. He'll under-
stund about not seeing him. He'll un-
derstand that, though I didn't say it
in 80 many words. You mustn't trou-
ble about that—he'll understand.
(oed-night, my dariing, my beloved,
my beloved! You mostn't be tren-
hed. I think 1 shouldn’t mind any-
thing very much so long as I have
you all to ‘myself*—as people suy—to
make up for your long years away
from me at college. We'll talk of
what's best to do In the morning,
shan't we? And for all this pain you'll
forgive your loving and devoted
mother, “ISABEL."

CHAPTER XVIIL.

Having finished some errunds down-
town, the next afternoon, George Am-
berson Minafer was walking up Natlon-
al avenue on his homeward way when
he saw In the distance, coming toward
him, upon the same &ide of the street,
the figure of & young lady—a figure
just under the middle height, comely
Indeed, and to be mistaken for none
other in the world—even at two hun-
dred yards, To his sharp discomfiture
bis heart lmmedintely foreed upon him

over be anything else. So what was
the use™

“I don't know,” he sighed, and his
slgh was abysmal. *“But what I want-
ed to tell you was this: when you
went away, you didn't let me know
and didn't eare how or when I heard
it, but 'm not Hke that with youo.

This time I'm golng away, That's
what 1 wanted to tell you, golng
away tomorrow night—I tely.
Lucy, this ls our last walk to
gether™

“Evidently I" ghe sald, “If you're go-
ing away tomorrow night."

“Lucy—thils may be the last time
I'lI see you—ever—ever in my lfe”

At that she looked up nt him quick-
1y, meross her shoulder, but smiled a8
brightly ~as before, and with the
same cordlal Inconsequence: *“Oh, I
ean hardly think that!” ghe sald, “And
of eourse I'd be awfully sorry to think
it. You're not moving away, are you,
to lve?"

I don't know when I'm coming
back. Mother and I are starting tomor-
row night for & trip around tha
world."

At this she did look thoughtful
“Your mother {8 going with you?"

“Good heavens!™ he groaned. “Lucy,
doesn't it make any difference to you
that I am golog?” »

At this her cordlal smile Instantly
appenred agnin,

“Yes, of course,” she sald, “I'm sure
I'll miss you ever so much. Are you
to be gone long?”

He stared at her wanly. “I told you
Indefinitely,” he sald. “We've made
no plang—at all—for coming back.”

“That does sound like a long trip!™
she exclalmed admiringly. *“Do you
plan to be traveling all the time, or

the consclousness of Its acceleration  a
sudden warmth about his neck mnde
him aware that he had turned red,
ond then, departing, left him pale. For
i panicky moment he thought of fae-
ing about In actual flight ; he had little
| doubt that Lucy would meet him with
| no token of recognition, and all at
| once this probability struck him as un-
endurgble. And Iif she did not speak,
wis It the proper part of chilvalry to
Itft his hiat and take the cut bare-
| headed? Or should the finer gentle-
mnan nequiesce in the lady's desire for
ne further acqualntance, and pass her
with stony mien and eyes constrained
forward? George wWas a yYoung man
badly flusterad.

As they drew nearer George tried to
prepare himself to meet her with some
remmnant of aplomb. He kept his eyes
from looking full at her, and as he
suw her thus close nt hand, and com-
Ing mearer, A regret that was dum-
founding took possession of him. For
the first time he had the sense of hav-
Ing lost something of overwhelming fm-
portance., 1

Lucy did not keep to the right,
but came stralght to meet him, smil-
Ing, and with her hand offered to him.

“Why—you—" he stammered, as he
took It. “Haven't you—" What he
meant to say was: Haven't you henrd ¥

“Haven't I what?' she asked ; and he
saw that Eugene had not told her.

“Nothing " he gasped. "“May I—
may I turn and walk with you a lttle
way?™

“Yes, indeed !I” she sald cordlally.

He would not have altered what had

will you stay in some one place ‘the
greater part of It? I think it would
be lovely to——"

He halted; and she stopped with
him. They had come to a corner at
the edge of the “business section” of
the clty, and people were everywhere
about them, brushing sgainst them,
sometimes, In passing.

“I ean't stand this” George sald, In
a low volce, “I'm just about ready to
go in this drug store here, and ask
the clerk for something to keep me
from dying in my tracks! It's quite a
shock, you see, Lucy 1™

“Whnat 181"

“To find out certalnly, at last, how
deeply you've cared for me! To see
how much difference this makes to
you! By Jove, I have mattered to youl

Her cordial smile was tempered pow
with good pature, “George!” She
lsughed Indulgently, “Surely you don't
want me to do pathos on a down-
town corner!™

“You wouldn't any-
where [™

“Well—don't you think pathos I
generally rather foozllng ¥

“l can't stand this any longer,” ha
sald. “I can't! Good bye, Lucy!" He
took her hand, “It's good bye—I think
it's good bye for good, LucyI!™

“Good bye! I do hope you'll have the
most splendid trip.” She gave his hand

‘do pathos’

been done: he was satisfled with all
that—satisfied that It was right, and
that his own course was right. But he
began to percelve a striking Inaccu-
racy in some remarks he had made to
his mother. Now when he had put
matters in such shape that even by
the rellnquishment of his “ideals of
life” he could not have Lucy, knew
that he never could have her, and
knew that when Eugene told her the |

A glance or a word even friendly from
her—pow when he must In good truth
“give up all iden of Lucy,” he was
amagzed thnt he conld have used such
words as “no particular sacrifice,” and
belleved them when he said them! She
had looked never In her life so bewltch-
ingly pretty as she did today: and as
he wialked beside her he was sare that
she was the most exqulsite thing o the
world.

“Luey,” he said huskily, “I want to
tell you something. Something that
matters.”

“T hope it's a lively something, then," |

she sald, and laughed. “Papa’s been
#0 glum today he's scarcely spoken to
me., Your Uncle George Amberson
came to see him an hour ago and they
shut themselves up in the lbrary, and
your uncle looked as glum as papa.
I'll be glad if you'll tell me a funny
story, George.”

*“Well, it may seem one to yon," he
gald bitterly. “Just to begin with;
when youn went away you didn't let
me know; not even a word—not a
line—"

Her manner persisted in belng in-
consequent. “Why, no,” she sald, = T
just trotted off for some visits. Don't
you remember, George? We'd had o
grand quarrel, and didn't speak to
each other all the way home from a
long, long drive! 8o, as we couldn't
play together like good children, of
course It was plaln that wé oughin’t
to play at all”

“Play 1" he cried.

“Yeu. What I mean Is that we'd come
to the polnt where It was time to quit
playing—well, what we were playing.”

“At belng lovers, you mean, don't

history of yesterday he conld not have |

She Had Not Gone On, but Stoo
Watching Him.

a cordial little grip, then released 1t
lightly. “Give my love to your mother.
Good byel"

He turned heavily away, and a mo-
ment later gianced back over his
shoulder. She had not gone on, but
stood watching him, that same casual,
cordinl smile on her face to the very
Inst; and now, 88 he looked back,
emphasized ber friendly unconcern by
waving her small hand to him cheer
ily, though perhaps with the slightest
hint of preoccupation, as If she had
begun to think of the errand that
brought her down town.

Lucy remained where she was untl)
he was out of glght. Then she wenl
slowly Into the drug store which had
struck George ns s possible source of
stimulant for himself.

“Please let me have a few drops of
aromatic spirits of ammonia in o glam
of water,” she sald, with the utmosi
coOmposiure.

“Yes, ma'am!" eald the lmpression
able clerk, who had been looking al
fier through the display window as she
stood on the corner. A

(TO BE CONTINUED)
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A Woman's Weakness

HOW SAVED FROM
SUFFERING

Kalamasoo, Mich.>—"I always found
Dr. Pierce's medicines to be good. Somes
time ago I was sick.
I was laid up about
three ths with
& very bad ease of
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and 1 took Dr.
Pierce’'s  Favorite
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my testimony will be the cause of others
who are ering with feminine come
rengtid e Ty Bl
oure R vLia Hicxox,
Lincoln Ave,

Weakness and Bad-Blood

‘Waukesha, Wis.:—“1 have taken Dr.
Pierce's Favorite Preseription and re-
ceived great benefit from ita use. About
18 years ago I was ill with weakness and
my blood was in bad condition as well,

' medicine did not seem to give
me the relief I thought I should have,
I began taking the ‘Favorita Prescription’
and it oured mm.m of time,
I do certainly reca md it as being
m%l:n. Moovs Brexsiore, 730
b Dr. Pierce's Favorite” Prescription is &
non-alecholic mmeduE that any ailing
woman can safely take because 1t is pre-
ed from roots and herbs containin
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HEARTBURN

Caused by

Acid-Stomach

That belching, food-
wting, ufter erating—
are caused by acld-stontach, But they

are only fArst symptoms—dunger signals te

ward you of awful troubles If not stopped.

Headache, billousness, rheumatism, sciatica,

that tired, listiess feeling, lack of energy,

dizzinsms, tnsomnia, even csncer and uloers
of the intestines and many other aliments
are tracsable to ACID-STOMACH.

Thousands—yes, milllons—af people whe
ought to be well and strong are mers wenk-
lings because of aeid-stomuich They really
starve in the midst of plenty becauss they
de not get enough sirength and vitality from
the food they eat.

Take EATONIC and give your stomach a
chanos to do Ita work right. Maks #t strong,
cool, sweet and comfortable BATONIC
brings quick reliaf for heartburn, belohing.
indigestion and othar stomach miseries, 1m.

roves digestion—helps you get full strength

m your feod. Thoussndas say EATONIC
t« the most wonderful stomsch remedy In
the world, Brought them rellef when every-
thing elese falled.

Our best testimonial ia what EATONIC
will do for you. Bo get = big §0¢ box of
EATONIC today from your druggist. use it
five days—if you're not plesssd, return W
abnd get your money back.

EA_TONIC—

Pleas-
1

bitter heartburn,

e Indigestion, bloat

KILLS PRIN
IN 5 MINUTES

Agony of Rheumatism and Gout, Neu-
ralgla, Lumbago, Chest Colds and
Sore Throat Ended in Half the
Time It Takes Other Remedies.

Mustarine won’t blister—it i always
ready for use—it's andmother's old-
tashioned mustard plaster with other
up-to-date pain killers added.

':rhu best and quickest remedy in the
world for lameness, sore mMUsSC sux
necdk, cramps In leg, eariche, Lackache,
headiache and toothiche,

Begy's Mustarine—ask for It by name.
| rna(;n of roal, honest, yallow mus-
tard—not choap substitutes. Use it freely
to draw the paln from those sore feet—
it's great for chilblains, too, and fof

sted foet. Ask for and gét Mustarine
always in the yellow x

STOPS PAIN

-

USTARIN

caNNOT BLISTER

CELERY KING
A LAXATIVE TEA

If You Suffes From Constipation, Up-
set Stomach or Inactive Liver,
Give Celery King a Trial, If
You Want Genuine Relief
and Want It Quick.

It's a purely vegetabls remedy, gontls
and sffective, that drives Impurities from
the bowels and makes you feel better right
AwWny,

Srew a cup of this pleasant remady
when oatch cold, got foverish and are
out ol. ports,

Use It for sick headache! to give you &

t breath, ciear siin and healthy ap-
be

ASTHMA




